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What, doth her sight yet make thine heart to dance ? O France, O freedom, O the soul of France, Are ye then quickened, gazing in each other's eyes ?
Ah, and her words, the words wherewith she sought
thee Sorrowing, and bare in hand the robe she wrought
thee
To wear when soul and body were again made one, And fairest among women, and a bride. Sweet-voiced to sing the bridegroom to her side, The spirit of man, the bridegroom brighter than the sun !
ANT. 3.
Who shall help me ? who shall take me by the hand ? Who shall teach mine eyes to see, my feet to stand,
Now my foes have stripped and wounded me by
night ?
Who shall heal me ? who shall come to take my part ? Who shall set me as a seal upon his heart,
As a seal upon his arm made bare for fight ?
'ANT. 4.
If thou know not, 0 thou fairest among women, If thou see not where the signs of him abide,
Lift thine eyes up to the light that stars grow dim in, To the morning whence he comes to take thy side.
None but he can bear the light that love wraps him in, When he comes on earth to take himself a bride.